wAnd he was fain to rise and reach
That garden sloping to the sea,

Whose groves along the wave-swept beach
Should shelter him and love and me.

"Doubtless, upon that western shore
With ripe fruit falling to the ground,

There dwells the Peace he hungered for,
The lovely Peace we never found.

"Then there came one with eager eyes
And keen sword, ready for the fray*

He missed the storms of Northern skies.
The reckless raid and skirmish gay!

**He rose from dreams of "war's alarms,
To make his daggers keen and bright*

Desiring, in my very arms,

The fiercer rapture of the fight!

"He left me soon; too soon, and sought
The stronger, earlier love again.

News reached me from the Cabul Court*
Afterwards nothing; doubtless slain*

"Doubtless his brilliant, haggard eyes,
Long since took leave of life and light*

And those lithe limbs I used to prize
Feasted *k^ jackal and